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1892 two may never be brought together. When Austin is not
Mr' 4I engaged in building forts, nor on his lessons, which are
just as annoying to him as other children's lessons are
to them, he walks sometimes in the bush, and if anybody
is with him, talks all the time. When he is alone I don't
think he says anything, and I dare say he feels very lonely
and frightened, just as the lean man does, at the queer
noises and the endless lines of the trees. He finds the
strangest kinds of seeds, some of them bright coloured like
lollipops, or really like precious stones; some of them in
odd cases like tobacco-pouches. He finds and collects all
kinds of little shells with which the whole ground is scat-
tered, and which, though they are the shells of land ani-
mals like our snails, are nearly of as many shapes and
colours as the shells on our sea-beaches. In the streams
that come running down out of the mountains, and which
are all as clear and bright as mirror glass, he sees eels and
little bright fish that sometimes jump together out of the
surface of the brook in a little knot of silver, and fresh-
water prawns which lie close under the stones, and can
be seen looking up at him with eyes of the colour of a
jewel. He sees all kinds of beautiful birds, some of them
blue and white, some of them blue and white and red, and
some of them coloured like our pigeons at home, and these
last the little girls in the cellar may like to know live al-
most entirely on nutmegs as they fall ripe off the trees.
Another little bird he may sometimes see, as the lean man
saw him only this morning, a little fellow not so big as a
man's hand, exquisitely neat, of a pretty bronze black like
ladies' shoes, and who sticks up behind him (much as a
peacock does) his little tail shaped and fluted like a scallop
shell.

288 coming of the women-devils.
